Siam
the Holy of Holies where the naves meet, a
fifth tower, the most wonderful and the most
elaborate, surpassing all the others, commands,
from a height of more than two hundred feet,
the thick, green shroud of the forest. Accord-
ing to a learned Chinese writer, who visited this
mysterious empire on the eve of its decline,
about the thirteenth century, and has left us
the only known documents concerning its
magnificence, this central tower was crowned
with a golden lotus, so large that its sacred
flower could be seen shining in the air from
every point of the town, which to-day lies
buried.
In the forest which surrounds me, and is
revealed, under this pure evening sky, clear
and distinct to the circle of the horizon, I had
not noticed this morning a number of trees
of annual foliage, here and there, which are
turning yellow, and shedding their leaves,
because December is at hand. It reminds me
that in coming hither I have, in fact, journeyed
northwards for three or four days, and that
already the country is not absolutely one of
perpetual greenness, as was the Cochin-China
1 have left. And in spite of the powerful,
tranquil heat,  an unexpected   impression of
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